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more than a camera would. She was gay again.
She never spoke of herself, never said she was
feeling tired, never felt frightened of shells fall-
ing round her. With all that work she went on
daily, as if it were the most natural thing in the
world.
But she longed for peace, longed for all that
mad cruelty to come to an end! For her, with all
the rest of the world, November llth, 1918, was
the happiest day that had been, when the cannon
shot that marked the Armistice surprised her in
her laboratory. Instantly she rushed out with her
assistant, Mile. Klein, to buy flags that the Insti-
tute might join in the glory. But there wasn't a
flag in Paris! They had to make do with lengths
of three colours which they sewed together. Then
Marie took the old Renault and joined the wild
throng in the streets, reckless of the fact that she
had ten uninvited passengers on the wings and on
the roof.
Who can guess the joy of the days that came
after?
For Marie, it was not only her France that was
free from the overwhelming terror, but her
Poland also. Poland at last was free and in-
dependent. She wrote to her brother:
"So we, *born in servitude and chained in our
cradles,* have seen the resurrection of our
country."